I keep picking the wrong demon to look up too
But that website knows me 
More than I ever could 
Its taking the words
Right out of my mind
Why do I resonate
With dark triads everytime 
That website might be you 
It could be days 
Or hours
Maybe after a sobering shower
I want a zen gardern 
While that deep website wants a skull garden 
Inverted ways of solice 
I hope I won't mind
To slip you cold in toward the dark 
You keep pushing the ways toward A more secure me 
Its the off the cuff trade 
Its Me with blunt reality 
Or you within manic fantasy 
Its a drug to not be inside of me
But rather be whatever keeps you thinking
And believing the lie I forgotten
Its the lie that keeps me living here 
As a paracosim with legs walking 
Living for the sake that here
Its a more criminal to suicide
Than it is to debauch toward blear 




